princely merit for twenty years should have to slink out of
England at dead of night simply because he wanted to marry
somebody who couldn't be Queen. It could all have been done
without rancour. For the British ruling classes that jingle about
the Prussian Junkers also seemed to hold good:

Our unchallenged King and Lord
As long as he obey our word.

With a few English friends I sat in a studio in Vienna
discussing the statements of the Archbishop of Canterbury, and
wejointly composed the sonnet, in the best contemporary English
manner, which the Poet Laureate would have made about this
affair if Poets Laureate were wont to write about such things:

The hand that blew the sacred fire has failed,
Laid down the burden in the hour of need.
So brave begun but flinching in the deed.
Nor Mary's prayer nor Baldwin's word availed
To curb the beating heart by love assailed.
Vainly did Delhi, Canberra, Capetown plead
The Empire's ruler flouts the Empire's creed
By Princes, prelates, people sore bewailed.

The triple pillars of the Empire shake,
A shock of horror passes o'er the land,
The greatest throne in all the world forsake
To take a favour from a woman's hand?
The hallowed pleasures of a kingly life
Abandoned for a transatlantic wife.

Discussing the thing objectively, we came to the conclusion,
as we looked upon it from that Viennese attic, that the people
in England who were being most indignant and vindictive
about it were all the ones who would have liked to be divorced
twice but hadn't.

One evening, while he was awaiting his wedding, I met the
Duke of Windsor at the Beefsteaks Club in Vienna, an Anglo-
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